She baits not at the moons, nor cares to try
Whether in that new world men live and die;
Venus retards her nots t'inquire how she
Can (being one star) Hesper and Vesper be:
He that chann'd Argus' eyes, sweet Mercury,
Works now on her, who now is grown all eye;
Who, if she meet the body of the sun,
Goes through* not staying till her course be run;
Who finds in Mars his camp no corps of guard,
Nor is by Jove nor by his father barr'd;
But ere she can consider how she went,
At once is at and through the firmament:
And as these stars were but so many beads
Strung on one string, speed undistinguish'd leads
Her through those spheres,

as through those beads a string,
Whose quick succession makes it still one thing;
As doth the pith which, lest our bodies slack,
Strings fast the little bones of neck and back;
So by the Soul doth death string heav'n and earth;
For when our Soul enjoys this her third birth,
(Creatkm gave her one, a second grace)
Heaven is near, and present to her face,
As colours are and objects in a room,
Wfaeare darfcncss was before, when tapers come.
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